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The Unravelings

The beauty of the beast is there.

But to uncover the reality of that beauty is something that is rare.

For people to understand and accept others totally

Has been a hidden crime of age.

The awakening of people to differences is still evolving.

To see new faces eager and aglow,

But knowing it is yet to come is heartbreaking and burdenful.

But they will know!

In drops of coloured pain,

I feel the emptiness of people,

Drained in time, but stifled with emotions.

The hidden truths of wandering minds,

Explode on stained and shattered pallets.

Revealing tortured creations that have held broken bodies –

To give a peace that reality to combination of futures yet to be perceived.

If only we could see beyond our souls,

Have chosen this unsettled life in remorse.

I have seen the cruelty of others and am blinded by my own needs.

My eyes will open to a new earth, and shame those beside me,

Who do not meld with the totality of being –

To be outside to drift through the silence of our minds.

Pulling threads of gilded moments to be at one.

“To be free is unique”

The soul can not be tied to our lives, it is immortal.

It wanders with the lights in mists our minds seek,

But still it reaches for the path to freedom.

The pitch of depth, is shallow to some.

You feel the closeness of those walls of life,

Spiralling up and out into the lights.

The lights of angels, that have filtered through the web of old souls.

Weathered and worn as they will be,

Bringing the pinnacles to molten fractures.

That plunges into a green darkness, that has been.

I want to escape to freedom.

To see the earth beneath me.

To feel the passages of night.

To reach and touch the edges of the distant stars.

To glow in shed rays of moon.

To smell the distant odours.

To feel the touch of equality and love.


Only that is enough.

Charmaine Clark is an activist, writer and poet. In the early 1990s Charmaine demonstrated that even with significant disabilities, it was possible for her to live in her own home with the support of friends and paid service. She continues to fight to have what other people take for granted – living in her own home and having control in her own life. This poem is from Charmaine’s recent book of poetry, ‘Pieces of my mind’.
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